THE TRAIN
Always, wherever she was, she felt her husband close
to her. True, she could no longer talk to him as she used
to and study every movement to please him, she had too
much to do; but not for a single moment did she forget
that he was there and every now and then addressed
herself to him. "There, that's it, Danya," she said
absent-mindedly, as she plumped up the pillows on the
beds and stood back to admire her work. "And now
we'll just wash the floor once more!55 she told him. It
was only when the time came to rest that she plunged
deep into that gay, tender world that held only him, her
and their love.
But there was precious little time for that world. She
would be called into the kitchen to help peel potatoes,
or there would be a lecture on personal hygiene by
Dr. Suprugov. In the morning Danilov summoned the
entire personnel to read them the latest communique, to
explain what barbarians the fascists were, that our
reverses were but temporary, that in the end the Red
Army would be victorious and the Hitlerites smashed.
... Lena listened to Danilov and thought: "Why do you
have to talk so much about it—I know myself that we'll
win, Danya and I, it can't be any other way, because
otherwise it would mean that they'd kill Danya and kill
me, and we'd never be happy again. ..." She was not
unduly alarmed that the Germans were taking town
after town. Another town captured—well, it couldn't be
helped. In any case they'd be pushed back again. Only
let it be soon, so that the old life could return quickly,
so that Danya could come back. She had not yet had
any letters from him, but she felt that he was alive.
Lima slept soundly, disturbed neither by Danilov's
inspection rounds nor the bumping of the train. When
she woke up, it was already getting light. She had had
a/wonderful dream just before waking.
She lay there, smiling in her dream, eyes closed—and
in the same moment, before opening them, she remem-
bered—none of it was real, she was in the hospital train,

